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ERIC MYERS 

 

DIZZY Gillespie is such a revered figure in jazz, with such a legacy of 

achievement, that it seems churlish to snap at his heels. For me, as for most jazz 

enthusiasts, he really can do no wrong. 
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Still, as entertaining and heartwarming as this performance was, many people 

left the Entertainment Centre disappointed. 

 

Certainly, there were many delightful moments in the concert. Those who had 

never seen Dizzy Gillespie in person were able to experience his whimsical 

personality. He is, in fact, a very funny man. 

 

 
 

Gillespie played the trumpet well, occasionally with the power and assurance 

he had as a younger man… 

 

It is remarkable that, at 69, he is still performing at all and, overall, he played 

the trumpet well, occasionally with the power and assurance he had as a 

younger man. It was interesting to notice the dissonance of his solos, the odd 

placement of his notes that first had such a revolutionary effect in jazz over 40 

years ago. 
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Advance reports indicated that Dizzy’s current quintet was not first-rate. On the 

contrary, it turned out to be a very hot band indeed. From the first note of the 

first tune  Gillespiana, I was struck by the ease with which Gillespie and his 

flautist, Sayyd Abdul Al Khabyyr, placed their melody against the rhythm 

section’s pattern. 

 

The authority with which these black musicians dealt with rhythm was 

instructive. Behind the two horn players, Don Lee (electric bass), Ed Cherry 

(guitar) and Nasyyr Abdul Al-Khabyyr (drums) were always able to set up a 

strong, powerful feel. 

 

The flavour of the program may be gauged by the fact that about half of it — 

Gillespiana, Manteca and A Night In Tunisia — was heavily reliant on Latin 

rhythms. There was very little swing music, or jazz with a four feel, no doubt in 

the belief that the new young audience feels most comfortable with jazz that 

sounds somewhat like rock music. 

 

In the end, however, that repertoire did not allow for a flexible flow of musical 

ideas which seems to come naturally with swing music but rarely is produced 

over rock rhythms. With the latter, the improvisations invariably sound 

repetitious. 

 

Some contrast to the powerful Latin-rock music that dominated was provided 

by the baritone saxophonist Al Khabyyr, who played a shimmering version of 

the ballad Nature Boy, and in Lalo Shifrin’s The Blues Gillespie played a 

lovely, sensitive solo using the Harmon mute. 

 

But following Dizzy’s excellent scat vocal on Opabada and one encore, the 

concert was suddenly over after six or seven numbers. The performance had 

taken an hour and a half, but much of that time had been taken up with 

clowning and jokes, plus some patter from the saxophonist, Al Khabyyr, who 

spoke in an odd mixture of English and French. 

 

The audience clearly wanted more, and Dizzy came back to demonstrate a 

mysterious rhythmic gadget, but no amount of applause could persuade the 

musicians to play again. At the end, many people who paid $28 a ticket were 

wondering if they’d had value for money. 

 

 

 


